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Rumor-mongers thrive 
' on damaging gossip 
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PERSON OF THE MONTH 




DR. MARTIN LUTHER KING 



:S-_-. 



IT WAS TWENTY YEARS AGO, ON APRIL ^, 1968 
WHEN MARTIN LUTHiiR KING WAS ASSASSINATED ■ 
IN MEMPHIS, TENNESSE:;:. FOR THIS ANNIVERSARY 
WE HA/E DECIDED TO NAME HIM AS OUR PERSON 
OF THE MONTH. 
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QUOTE S 



i. "The fir-st hunan being who hurled an insult instead o± a 
, stone was the founder of civilization"-SlGf'!LJND FHEUd 
^^ 2. "The government of the United States is not in any sense 
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founded on the Christian reli^':ion"-GhiOHGi; .'M3H1NGTCN 

The othe*- day a dog peed en me, A bad sign."-H.L. hiirJCKL-JN 

I hate all sports as rabidly as a person who likes sports 

hates- common sense"-H.L. ffci^Clv^^N 

Men have become the tools of their tools"-H.b. THORr-AU 

ilumcr and satire is the best way to educate"-TIIv. LtiARY 

Whoso would be a ^lan must be a nonconf ornisf'-KALPH A'ALDO 

EMiiRSON 

I gather the answer is no"-DAN RATriEK 

I have no co'jntry to fight for; my country Is the earth, 

and i am a citizen of the world" -EUGENi;; V. DEB^ 

You cannot simultaneously prevent ana prepare for v-'ar"- 

ALBEHT EINSTEIN 

You know, the ones that passed their exams, the ones that 

went to their Jobs, the oneg that didn.'t become rock+rolloi-s , 

the ones that settled for it, settled for the deal! That's 

what I'^m trying to avoid. But I'm sick of avoiding it with 

violence, you know? I've gotta do it some other way. 1 

think I will. "-JOHN LENNON 

All property is theft;all government is tyranny"-ANAKCHIST 

SLOGAN 

He who destroys a good book kills reason itself'-JOHN rWLTON 

Common sense is not so comm.on"-VOLTAIl<i:- 

Religion is the opium of the people"-Karl MAKX 

There never was a good war of a bad peace"-B£N FRANKLIN 

Big Brother is watching you"-GEOPGE OR'rtfELL-1984 

Personally,! think you are all a bunch of immature assholes, 

holding onto rebellious beliefs because you can't believe 

in yourselves" -FRANK PIMENTaL 
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i^ancy spends $4.2 billion on drugs 




. Library bans DcmOCratS 

Qearing of police in Ulster deaths raises clamor 
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j<E-TALE -' • 

gy _ ■■ 

Tmg darKnejj scGmed to rjres^ cloyer as; Ladros told lii:-; 
!.itory. The Boundii ot the lorest were ainplified in the silence 
crtjated by LaJroG ' breal; to dine on hi(^ rabbit ley. The fire 
crackled busily in tlie riny or atone Ladro;^ inade just two hours 

before. 

Ladros continued hi;5 story. 

"...and then, I opened my eye^ and looked up. I sav/ his 
liorror-stricKen face riyht over mine. His mouth way open wide, 
and I could ymell the foul stench of his breath as he gasped for 
air. No air went into liim, thomjU, for as he fell he impaled 

himself on ny sword. " 

Ladrob ' two sons gasped in disbelief. N'either of them could 
believe what they were hearing! Their father — a killer! 

Ladros went on. 

"You see, HE wa;-> going to kill ME." Ladros filled his pipe 
and lit it. "In his final, fighting moments, he reached to his 
thigh sheath for his hunting knife — a last attempt on my life." 

"What did you do then, father?" Asked Randall, the younger 
sibling of Ladros . 

"Naturally, I threw him aside for he died before he drew his 
knife. I despise dead men hanging over me, dripping blood on my 
tunic — whicli was NEW tlien." 

The boys laughed nervously. Lendel, the older son, munched 
unconsciously on his rabbit meat and listened in awe. 

Ladros continued, "As I arose, I noticed his boya huddled 
together staring at me with eyes tlie size of moons. I stepped 
toward them and they bolted like frightned mares in a storm — the 
elder brother Bcreaming and dragging the younger one after him. 
I haven't seen either of them since that night. 

"The father's name was Stafflur the boys, Bart and Borg. 
Borg was older by just a few noons, as you are, Lendel, to you 
brother. Every night I pray that the gods will quell any anger^^ 
they may hold towards me for the death of their father. " 

Silence followed, broken only by the soft popping of the 
wood in the fire before them. Lendel glanced at his counterpart, 
who mirrored the action. Their eyes locked and held for a 
moment . 

Our father is not a killer. He was fighting for his beliefs 
and his life. He was right. We would do the same. Would we 
not? We WOULD do the same. 

Ladros stared at the fire for a moment, closed his eyes and 
meditated, murmuring syllables foreign to the boys. 

After a time, they slept. 

****** ***** 

Ladros heard the snap in his dream.,' It was a gross, 
stomach-turning, wet sound that ec)ioed a -"hundred times in his 
mind's ear.' In his dream, his arm was being broken at the elbow. 
He watched it dangle loosely at the joint for a moment, then 
glanced up. He saw the man again reaching for liis sheatVied 
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knire, ami succeeding, even tiiough Ladros ' sword vjai^ still 
embedded in tVic laan ' & stomac'i, the han.ll<^ ond bobbing i;iini.itely in 
its own bloody shoatli . 

The man Gtnggertid forward -- one clur.iay titep. . . 

Ladrob vaguely recalled the snap, and concluded that it 
sounded IJar too real to be a dream-Giiap. 

Dream-snap? Whatkindoftalki sthatWAKEUPWAKEUPWAKE 

Ladros forced his eye a open and was suddenly very wide 
awake . He tried to absorb his surroundings all at once as Vie 
sprung to hi.^ f eot and readied for his sword . 

He first saw Randall , sleeping peacefully on the ground 
under his bearskin blanket. Notliing extraordinary. 

Next , he savj a tree. Poised in that tree, ready to spring , 
was a young nan vjith a drav/n sword . The man was gazing down at 
Ladros' older son, who was also sleeping. Ladros thought he 
recognized the man as- 

-a voice growled from behind him. "LADROSll" 

Ladros jumped and v/hirled around. Standing there he 
recognized Borg , the elder son of Stafflu, the man who lost his 
life to Ladros's sword so long ago. Borg had an arrow aimed at 
Ladros' head... aimed vjith deadly accuracy. 

No crackling fire broke the silence that fell here. It was 
Ladros' own quavering voice. '. 

"Son," he blurted, "forget your anger. 1 have paid my 
homage in sorrow and ..." 

"Dispel your meager words of penance you sin-ridden wretch. 
Your pitiful niceties fall on deaf ears." He let the arrow fly. 
It hummed through the night air and inserted itself cleanly in 
Ladro's skull. 

As Ladros staggered drukenly about , mumbled syllables ran 
incoherently from his flapping mouth . Ladros slanmed into a tree 
face first, which plunged the arrow into the soft bark , holding 
him up somewhat. Then Ladros died. . .nothing extraordinary. 

"It is done, brother Bert. Our rival has been slain, and 
his blood will forever taint this land. 

"May this ugly ritual continue as our siblings follow in our 
bloody footsteps . Yea, Sons of Ladros , your lives are spared 
until we encounter your presence again. Fare thee as fate would 
see fit — and may it be for the very worstl" 

They disapi^eared into the night. 



This old story was told to me by my father when I was 15 
years old. At first I didn't believe him. 

My mother d ied in a car accident when I was three, and my 
brother just barely survived. He is 17 now and I am 19 . 

Dad brought us up on his own. Andy (my brother) and I 
couldn't understand wliy he didn't remarry. He always said that 
"it wouldn't be fair. A wife wouldn't understand my problems." 
I didn'c believe them myself until IT happened. 
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N'ovj my lather is dead . 

Last year ws were all out for dintior tit a nice restaurant. 
It was a great time aa we torgot about mo:;t oi: our liardtihips and 
just enjoyed each others ' company . 

I'm glad the last memory I have oi! uy iatlier is a liappy one. 

I heard the roar o£ the engine tirst, and looked out the 
plate glasb ivindow near us to see vjhat it v/as . I saw the !}ickup 
tly out ox. the gas station across the street, and head directly 
at us. The tinted glass ol; the v^indshield hid tlie faces tVtat I 
knew were there, but I could picture the crazed smirks... 

I hated them for it. 

The v/indow imploded when the truck hit, and the couple at 
the table next to the window were knocked out of their seats and 
thrown to the opjiosite wall. Shards of glass sprayed everyone, 
including myself. People were screaming and running everywhere. 
The roar of the truck filled the world as it entered the 
restaurant, and crashed into a support v/hich held up the ceiling. 

One man, frozen to that*very spot with fear, was 
sufficiently splattered. 

The headlights blinded us, but I heard them exit the truck 
and slam the doors shut. Three men moved to the front o£ tfie 
truck, their forms silhouetted by the lights. The faces were 
undiscernibie, but I knew the father spoke as his deep voice 
rasped over the drone of the engine. 

"It's been a while, Larry. How's the ^food?" 

My father spoke. His voice was steady, but he groped for 
the words. He didn't expect IT to happen so soon. 

"Why, Stan? WTiy are you doing this?" 

"It's tradition, Lar. And besides, it's kinda fun." 

He drew a pistol from his belt with lightening speed, and 
fired a single shot. My father's head, whipped back so fast that 
his feet came right out from under him, and he struck the floor 
with a crunch of glass. 

I heard sirens. So did the men. Their exit was swift and 
so was ours. No words were spoken. 

I don't think a stronger hate has ever been felt by one 
person than the hate I feel for Stanley and his sons. 

Tonight Andy and I are going to the movies. 

Stanley is going too. 

I know because he's going with my girlfriend. 

I guess craftiness grows with age--so does impatience. Andy 
is ready to go, - but it's^an hour early. I guess we could leave 
now and get good seats. 

It's bound to be a VERY good show. 
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THK HUNTER SONG 

words: Jason Litchfield 

Get your cammo pants and buddies 
all ready to conquer the earth 
Malte sure you briner your six pac)cs 
and watch "Rambo" before you leave 
Hunters suck! 

Let's so to the Arctic 
see what people do for jobs 
Clubbine; defenseless seals 
so some rich bitch can be a star 
It's times like these 
that make me feel ashamed 
to be part of the human race 
When we're more animal 
than the so-called lowly beasts 
Just you against the wilderness 
with your hi^h-powered rifle and scope 
Put iside your rie:ht win? shit 
Take out a camera instead of a sun 
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We must not fall 
victim to ignorance' 






Florida: Golfers plagued - 
by audacious children 

BOCA RATON, F!a. — A gang of 

10-year-olds who began stealing 

golf balls two months ago have 

Waduated to terrorizing members 

of Boca Raton's Executive Country 
Cl'ib with knives, officials say. 
They've also allegedly dug up the 
fourth green. "The women golfers 
are frightened. The men are angry," 
Mary K, Werre, manager of the 
country club, said Monday after 
calling police. Country club mem- 
bers describe the Chilian as clean- 
cut and well dressed. Two four- 
somes who played Saturday told 
Werre that children had sprung 
from the trees, swiped golf balls 
and, brandishing knives, challenged 
the golfers to "come and get them." 



